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	Anything but a Mistake

**Tick.**

**Tick.**

_**Tick.**_

My eyes glared at the intimidating clock. My fingers were on my keyboard. I took a deep breath, looking around the room in procrastination. It's my last year of college. I'm already 22 and I needed some kind of work experience in order to pursue my career. I tucked my black hair behind my ear, closing my eyes. I tried to think of all of my best qualities, to write in my intern letter.

* * *

><p>The blasting music made my heart buzz, making my body and head throb. I was pushed around a little by my friends, dancing around me. I screamed at the top of my lungs in excitement since no one could hear me from the music and other screams. I threw my hands up and bounced up and down.<p>

After an exciting night, some of my friends drunkenly left. I was also drunk but had enough sense in me to stay with my friend Katherine, and my boyfriend Vincent, who were also on the same level of drunk as me. We all left the club, stumbling out in laughter.

"That was fun," Vincent chuckled, red-faced, pushing back his short thick brown hair.

"Yeah. I'm gonna miss this when we graduate," Katherine giggled, leaning on me for support.

"That's a couple months away," I said, looking at the bright blurry street lights.

"I don't want to be a responsible adult," she whined, now pressing her forehead on my shoulder.

"We still have time," Vincent reassured. I nodded in agreement, putting my arm around her shoulder and Vincent's waist.

"At least we'll be responsible, mentally healthy adults together," I smiled.

We all went silent before breaking into laughter.

"You're funny when you're drunk, Veronika," Vincent cackled.

I smiled, looking at the passing people. It was pretty obvious we were drunk since we couldn't even walk straight.

"Is it just me, or is it hot?" Kathrine asked, walking on her own.

"We live in California, Kat. What do you expect?" I nudged her. She nearly fell over, but held onto my arm.

"Let's take a cab back to campus, huh?" She looked over to me and Vincent.

Vincent placed his thumb and index finger in his mouth, making a loud whistle. The streets were busy, but we were lucky enough to get a cab. Cabs don't normally respond to a loud whistle, so I always wave behind Vincent to make him feel good about himself.

We conversed in the back and then walked Katherine to her dorm. Vincent walked me back to mine, our hands intertwined.

We stood outside of the door, staring down at me with a smile.

"Thanks for tonight Vince," I returned the friendly smile. I gave him a kiss on the cheek.

"You don't need to thank me, babe. Next time, we should go on a private date," he shot a wink, the edge of his mouth twitching up.

"That sound great. How does Saturday sound? I'm swamped with some tests this week," I scheduled, swinging our hands.

"That sounds perfect," he began to lean down, placing a gentle kiss on my lips. Our eyes met once he pulled away.

Thoughts ran through my mind about what Kat said earlier, about being responsible adults.

"What are we going to do when we leave college?" I asked worriedly.

"Well, I know what I'm gonna do. Wherever you go, or whatever you do, I'll be right there with you," he assured, rubbing my shoulder. I sheepishly looked away at the thought.

"I feel like I'm going to throw up, so I should head in," I admitted.

"Me too. G'night," he said, as I opened my door.

"Love you," I glanced back, halfway inside.

"Love you too."

I closed the door, peeking out of my peephole to watch him walk away. I looked over to see my roommate asleep, thankfully. A few more months and she won't be up my ass about everything.

I felt my mouth begin to water. I darted to the bathroom and fell to my knees, throwing up in the toilet.

After two more times, I wiped my mouth with toilet paper and tiredly sat on the floor.

"What the hell, Veronika?!"

"Oh boy..." I groaned, rubbing my hand on my forehead.

I looked up to see my roommate, Grace with her arms crossed, her natural bitchface on.

"It's three in the fucking morning! I have important things to do tomorrow, like work! And actually do something with myself!" She ranted.

"Go to bed, Grace. No one cares," I muttered, trying to stand up on my own.

"Look at yourself. _You're a fucking mess_," she insulted, shaking her head.

"Look, stop bitching and get your beauty rest. Sorry, I woke you up with my dying," I rolled my eyes, which sparked a headache.

She huffed and stomped out of the bathroom, back to her bed. I flushed the toilet and looked into the mirror. I started the faucet and cupped my hands with water, splashing it on my face.

* * *

><p>I bit my thumb, trying to think of something to put down. This was a lot harder than I thought it would be. I became blinded by a pair of hands over my eyes.<p>

"If it's Grace, I will stab you. If it's Kat, you better have brought that money you owe me. If it's Vince, hey," I sweetly smiled.

"Hey," Vincent replied, removing his hands. He gave me a peck on the cheek before kneeling down beside me.

"I can't think of my skills or what's so great about me," I pouted, looking over to him for advice.

"You're hot," he grinned.

I typed in "hot" before giggling and deleting it.

"Seriously, though. We're graduating in three weeks and I need a place to intern at. I've seen a lot of places, so I'm applying for a few," I explained.

He took a deep breath, in thought.

"You're good with technology. Uh, you type fast. You're pretty on top with scheduling-"

"Slow down. I don't type THAT fast!" I rapidly pressed on the keys. I looked over to him once I was finished.

"You have a 3.8 GPA. Um... what did you accomplish?" He asked.

I thought for a few moments before typing some other things down.

After about thirty minutes of Vincent helping me, I finally finished.

I sent the email to several companies. They were small companies, some were big. A few of them were in the middle.

"There," I breathed, closing my eyes.

"You'll do great," he patted my shoulder. "You always do."

I looked over to him, squeezing his cheeks.

"You're the absolute best," I softly said, a smile appearing on my face.

"I know," he replied, muffled by my squeezing.

I gave him a quick kiss before staring at the screen.

_Responsible, mentally healthy adult, here I come!_

* * *

><p><em><strong>Comments<strong>_** and constructive criticism are greatly appreciated! ( ' ▽ ' )****ﾉ**

**Thanks for reading!**


End file.
